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A Photographic Failure.
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Written for tbe Indianapolis JournaL
I May.

'Jfiil bonnUenu May, Oml it-t-l inrpirm
JJtrth and youth amd worm 4tr."--Milton.

Blithely the bine bird warbles Spring,
From Orchard boujrhs where blossoms cling,
And soft the South breeze greets the hours .

With music from the Land ef Flowers,
The iilae now with greenest leaves.
From the bland air its strength receives.
And opens to the morning eye
Its fragrant crown of purple dye.

The ForesL from its stately bead.
Shakes oS its garlands pale and dead,
And, like an Oriental Queen,
Puta on its dress of Urics; gTeen;
Its fronded limbs, seen here and there,
Serre but to make its robes more fair.
While flowers of earliest btooming greet
The sunshine flickering at its. feet.

The Fruit-treesblossom!n- s; in pride.
Like almond groves on Carmel s side,
Wave in the morning; air and fling
Their petals on the lap of Spring.
Tbe running Myrtle twines around
The graves, within the burial ground,
Where, startled by affection s tread.
Flits the lone bird that lorea the dead,

When Earth's Cold Winter of the Soul
In Death shall yield its strong control.
And from that chill embrace the heart.
Like the first spring violet shall atart,
O may the breeze of Eden play
Around it in Eternal Day.
And eanse thia withered bud to bloom
In fadeless grace beyond the tomb.

Joseph F. Brown.
Ikplutapous, May 10, 1838.

She said when I asked her for it that she had
put my ring in it"

"Yes, it is stUl there, I Lave it in my
pockeL"

"It was stupid of me to forget it and I miss it
so mueh. I took it off last night while we were
developing, my bands were so wet that I eould
not pnt it in ay pocket, so she took it"

"Oh," say I. a little bit relieved. I must ad-xn- iL

He looks at me rather suspiciously I
faney.

"Rice tells me he sbowel you my letter to-

day. It was very reckleas of him to show it to
a stranger."

"I only saw my name," I say hastily.
"But he told you some of the context!"
Why under the snn. or moon, rather, waa I

blessed with such a propensity for blushing!
But now I mean to snare my blushes and not
repeat exactly what Morris said. He confident-
ly assures me, however, that he never cared the
least for Connie, he says something about self-
ishness and remarked he wanted to learn pho-

tography but now be is sick of the whole thing
and we are never to mention the subject to
eaeh other. Besides, he does not mind going
without his ring until be gets me a diamond. I
tell him I prefer a true blue sapphire and he
says I shall have it Everything seems to go
smoothly but I dread telling Connie w,

I scarcely rouse her when I go to bed and
in the morning I think ahe suspects something
as she asks no questions. I find out afterwards
that Morris betrayed to her his affection for me
when he was so angry about my trip to Ri1
mouth. Connie even goes with ns to the Isle or
Shoals and flirta atrociously with Jack Rice. I
wonder why mother named her Constance, for I
think her the least constant person I know un-

less her constant fickleness gives her a claim to
the name.

But I do not care. I am too elated and Mor-

ris encourages my selfish happiness, I tell him
it is very wrong of him not to put a stop to
the vice of selfishness, which he dislikes so
much, but he is happy, too, and it aeeme Mrs.
Lambert is well satisfied with our engage-
ment

After all there is no place like Harborside, it
is the loveliest spot on earth, and tbe Isle of
Shoals is the next loveliest, while old Mr. Rice's
yacht is the loveliest thing on the water.

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

Tie Understood.
Babyhood.

"You don't mesn to say that you understand
French, Tommy!" ,

"Oh. yes. I do. When ma and pa speak
French at tea I know I'm to have a powder."

Serlons Epidemic.
The Epoch.

First Brooklynite (on elevated road) Urn
yum good morning. Brown um "

Second Brooklynite Good 'morning, good
morning. Qot any gum about you! fleft mine
at home.

Home, Sweet Home.
bw York 8un.

Ward (who has got around to third base)
Hey, Ma trie!

Mntrie Her. what!
Ward Tell' the band to play "Home, Sweet

Home!"

Certain of S access.
New York Snn.

Patient (to young Sawbones, who is x about to
cut off his arm) Do yon think the operation
will be successful, doctor!

Young Sawbones Of course it will; 111 have
that arm off in less than ten minutes.

EEAD1XG FOR THE SABBATH.

SuodaySchool LNion for Jane 3, 18SS.
Jkscs Cbccitod Matt, xxvii, 33 50.

Golden Text He humbled himself, and became
obedient unto death, even the aeeth of the cross.
PhU. U, 8.
Mon Matt, xxvil, S3-5- 0 Jesus crucified
Tues. John sviii. 19.S4MJesss before the high priest
Wed.-.Ma- tt. xxvi, 57-6- 3 Jesus before Sanhedrim
Thurs.-Jo- hn xviil, ?8-3- 3. Jesus before PilaU
FrLLulce xxiii, 1-1- 2. .......... eins before Herod
Set-M- att, xxvii, 15-2- 6 Jesus rejected
San.-4o- hn xix. 1-- 1 G Jesus sentenced

Every reader of the history of Christ's death,
most be struck by the plainness and simplicity
of the narration. There is no attempt ts char
aeterize the wiekedness of the deed or the great
seaa ot His suffering. It is only a real state-
ment of real events about real persons. All
else is left to the development of history.

The order of events, after Peters denial,
seems to have been about aa follows: L The
Sanhedrim meets in form at daylight, and con-
demns Jesus (Matt, xxvii, lb 2, Jesus sent to
Pilate to obtain consent to put Him to death
(Matt, xxvii, 2). a Pilate interviews Jesus
first outside (John xtIII, 23 32), and then within
the palace, and finds no fanls (Matt, xxril,
11-14- ). 4. Pilate sends Jesus to Herod (Luke
xxhi,5-12)- . 5. Jesus again beforo PilaU (Lnke
xxlil, 13-16- ). 6. Warnlog from Pilate's wifo
(Matt xxvii, 19). 7. Harabbas chosen before
Jesus by the people (Matt xxvil, 20-23- ). 8.
Pilate washes bis hands (Matt xxvii, 24-25- ). a
Sentenced to be crucified (Mark xv. 15 . 10.
Jesus scourged and mocked (Matt xxvil, 2G-D0- ).

IL Judas kills himself (Matt xxvil, ). 12,
Led away to be crucified (Matt xxvii, 31).

HINTS AND HELPS.
Some test questions L' Where was Gol-

gotha! 2. Why did bo refuse the gall! 3.
What prophet spoke of parting his garments,
and when! 4. What did Jesus say about re-
storing the temple? 5. Why eould he not save
himselft 6L When was the sixth hour, and
how waa time reckoned then! 7. What was
the vinegar! 8. What is meant by yielding
tbe ghost? 9. How many sentences did Christ
utter on the cross!

Points for elaaa talks L He wonld not
drink thereof. 2. Tbe strange prophecy ful-
filled. 3. The unconscious, unintended state-
ments - of religious truth by its enemies, as la
the inscription (v. 37); 4. Crucified with
Christ 5. Himself he could not save front
pain and death. 6. The darkness, or nature's
great sympathy with her Lord. 7. Forsaken
of God. 8. Tbe victor's cry, or home at last
9. The work of nan's redemption complete: "It
is finished!"

SPECIAL APPLICATION'.
1. Tha voluntary death of tha Lord Jesns In

His own world the moss important event of its.
history.

2 In this mysterious doatb He becomes tha
Lamb 1 of God that bears th away the sine of .the
world.

3. The cross is the only measure of the awful
depths of ruin into which sin baa plunged tha
souL

4. Thia is God's last and greatest argument
of love appealing to the hearts of rebellions
men.

5. Tha cross ia tha only measure of the great
nees and glory of the salvation that God baa
placed within tha reach of lost men.

Ilellelous Notes.
Pennsylvania baa about 9,000 Sanday-school- s.

Ohio and New York have each about 7,000.

The Reformed Episcopal Church comprises 90
churches, 120 ministers and 12,000 communi-
cants.

Pasoal: The serene, ailent beauty of a holy
life is tbe most poweful influence in the world
next to the might of God.

Colton: It is not until we have passed
through the furnace that wa are made to know
how much dross there ia in our composition.

Rev. Edward Taylor: It God made the world,'
you need not fear that he can't take care of so
small apart of it aa yourself; therefore, trust in
Him. '

Tbe first Protestant church and Sunday,
school and prayer-meetin-g orranized In Califor-
nia was that organized by Rev. W. Roberta in
1845. .

Bishop Hnntington: Thorns are God's mis-fdonari- ea

to the children of earth; floral apostles
sent to teach ns to love the bountiful giver.of so
much beauty.

Mr. Thomas Whitley, ef En eland, whose son
recently died In the missionary work on the
Congo, haa paid the outfit and passage of a man
to take his son's place.

The Greek Catholics of Chicago expect soon
to have a church of their own. It will be the
third Greek Catholio Church in the United
States, there beine one in San Francisco and
another in New Orleans.

There is a church la Boston in which each
member of a eertain committee is pledged to
make the occupants of the five pews in front of
him feel it home in tbe ehureb. After each
service be speaks to tbe occupants and ahows
otherjattentioo calculated to make them wish to
come again.

It is proposed to establish in Bethany (the
town of Mary and her sister. Martha, where the
Lord raised Lazarus from, the dead) a borne
which shall form a center of Christian work.,
The village haa to-da- y about five hundred in-
habitants, who live in, squalor and die ia igno-
rance of the gospel. .

Christmas day eight Jews and Jewesses were
baptized in Christ Church, Mount Zion, Jeru-
salem. This is the largest number eyer ad-
mitted Into the ehureb there at one time. Sev-
eral other Jewish candidates are awaiting bap-
tism. The three daughters of Joseph Rab-inowit- z,

leader of the Ilebrew-Christia- n more--'

ment in south Russia, hare lately been bap-
tized.

Tbe oldeat Presbytsrisn church In the United
States with unbroken succession of records and
worship is that at Jamaica, Long island, which
took form between 1C56 and 16C2; but of course
this was not the first in tbe colonies. Some-
time between 1C0 3 and 1614 Rev. Alexander
Whltaker preached to a Presbyterian congrega-
tion at Bermuda Hundreds, Va., and this was
doubtless the first

A missionary in South Africa sent to the
Golden Rule a very interesting account of a So-
ciety of Christian Endeavor among the Zulus.
The organization is modified neeeasarily to meet
the needs of the natives, bat the main features
are the same as in America. The Zulu young
people take muen delight in their society, are
instructed by the missionaries in Bible truth,
and learn to pray and work by actual experience,
as do their young brethren on the other side of
the elobe.

The home life of a Christian has been fitly
called the "surest test" of his piety. When
abroad, like a soldier on parade, he la conscious
that the aocial eye is watching him, and there-
fore be keeps himself within the requirements
of his relieious profession. When within his
own borne, like a soldier off parade and in the
undress and freedom of the barrack-room- , he is
apt to aet ont his real self, and to reveal disposi-
tions elsewhere held in restraint Hence it be-
comes every believer to seek a ebaracter that
will endure the fireside test, since he who is not
Christlike when under his own TOof-tre- e U cot
really Chxiatlike at alL

All's for the best. Indeed;
6uch is my siraple creed, (
Still I must go and weed

H&rd in myarden.
George Zliot,

We learn too late
little things are more frreat.
Hearts like ours must dally be
Fed with some kind mystery.
Hidden in a rocky nook,
Whispered from a waride brook,
Flashed on unsuspecting eyes,
In a winged, swift surprise;
Small the pleasure is to traee
One continuous eommonplaee.

Lurj Larcom,
'What haH I do to c&In eternal Ufa!"

Diseharg--e aright
The simple dues with which eaeh day Is rife,

Yea, with thy might.
Ere perfect echeme of action thou deriee

Will life hi fled;
While he who erer acts as conscience eries

Shall lire, though dead.
--Schiller.mmmm

For Toons Men.
Eev. John HalL

Lead me not Into temptation! O young man.
think with in yourself, "I am so atroor. there is
no fear abont me." I tell you, yon make the most
dreadful mistake! Tbe very fact that you think
yourself so strong opena the way for tbe dtvil
and his Insidious attaeka. Fling the temptation
aside. Come to the Lord's side and pledce your-
self to Him, and be His, and when you say,
'Lead me not into temptation," move in the

direction of your prayer, and God will give you
the strength In which alone yon will be able to
resist tbe tempter. Then you will bo delivered
from evil, and then you will look np to God, not
taking credit to yourself, not magnifvleg in
yourself, but saving: Thine is the kingdom,
and the power, and glory."

not mean anything when be looked atmeao
this morning. "

He is really engaged to Con. The might
have told me. Well, I did love him. 1 know it
was very wrong of me, and he loves Con. I sap-po-se

she really cares for him. She must, for
everybody likes him. But why did ahe nut the
ring in her purest Why didn't she wear it! My
mind works in a circle, I am not clever enough
to reason anything straight to a conclusion.

The whistle of the tram startles me. I hurry
down to tbe station. I rush about to get the
photographic parcel and find the stage nearly
ready to starL A eouple of big trunks are
being strapped on behind; there are two fat
ladies inside and a young lady wants the seat by
the driver.

"Here you are.m iss," he ealls out to me. ' I
have been keeping this seat for you. That
young person wants iL but I tell her it is en-

gaged. Come, give me your hand, "miss; there
you are!" he adds as I land safely in my place.
One of the stout ladies put her head out of the
window.

Unless you can sit beside the driver you
must come inside. Mary," she says. "Yon must
not sit on the outside seat"

"Let her have my seat," I suggested. "HI
take the outside one."

"No you won'r, miss; that is promised to the
best young fellow ever I see. You just sit where
you are. That girl would scream, I know, be-
fore we had gone a mile."

At this moment an agile young man climbs up
as if he were accustomed to scramble up rig-
ging. He thanks me as I draw in my skirts to
make room for him, and peers anxiously under
the seat at a parcel The young girl gets inside
and we are off. We have eroased tbe bridge and
are bowling along smoothly when the driver
starts a conversation with my neighbor.

"It was a fine day for a sail, sir, and the old
gentlemau told me he expected yoa do n in
time to go off on a cruise this morning. He was
disappointed when he did not find you on the
atage last night, sir, especially as he invited a
party for to day. Guess they had a good time,"
and the landsman chnekles to himself.

'Sorry the Governor wanted me, but I missed
tbe train. I bad so mueh business to do. Yoa
were about right, I think; the yacht would roll
a biL but uncle is a good skipper none better.'

Then thia must be Jack Rice, thought L His
looks please me so I am ready to make friends
with him when an opportunity offers. I have
not long to wait; we are driving close to the
edge of the highway to let a carriage pass; a
branch of a tree, unseen by the driver, hangs
over the road; be is busy, as bis off-wheel- er is
skittish. I know the bough will strike me and
Idnckmynead. Mr. Rice lifts his stick-an- d

moves the branch as we rach it but after all
my hat is knocked off. 'Thanks," I say.

That was a narrow escape," says Jack Rice,
and be looks at me as I try to put on my hat
again. He smiles, "Jt'a crooked, you know."

The ice once broken, it is easy to begin a con-
versation. Presently I say:

"It is a pity you missed the sail to-da- Mr.
Rice. Your uncle has taken Mr. Worth and bis
friends on board."

"That is indeed a pity. I wish they had
waited. Do you know them! Worth is snch a
good fellow and he promised to take the pretty
Miss Paige with him. His letter is full of her.
I shall miss seeing her at the hotel, too."

"Yes, Mr. Worth took Miss Page and Mrs.
Lambert on board. They were going to have a
glorious time, I am sure.

"Photographing, of eourre. Worth told me
that the elder Miss Paige is devoted to that art"

"Yes, the pretty Miss Paige is wrapped up in
photography," say I, a little bitterly.

"Oh, no, you must be mistaken. Worth says
distinctly 'the other one.' It it is not the pretty
one I am positive; she wonld never stain those
lovely fingers that Morris raves about"

Now I pride myself on my pretty hand," and I
know Morris admires that; ha made Con photo
graph it and it is always displayed prominently
whenever my picture is taken. Consequently, I
blush.

"Really, Mr. Rice you must be mistaken,
it is tbe elder Miss Paige he likes best Con-
stance."

"No, begging your pardon, that is not the one.
I have his note here; see, he writes the name
and blurs iL I can't make it out, but it is not
Constance," He takes the note from bis pocket-boo- k.

I look at it, my heart is in my mouth.
Yes, it is evidently Lena, which be hasatried to
correct to Helen. What am I to do! Shall I
tell him who I am! That would be too embar-
rassing, so I laugh and say:

"Well, he is more devoted to Miss Constance.
I know, for I have seen him. I don't think he
cares a bit for Helen, Lena he always calls her."
Then I change the subject to the view and make
him talk about his uncle's yacht He is an en-
thusiastic sailor I know, and he chatters so fast
that he forgets all about Worth and his friends.
The conversation abont this lasts till we nearly
reach the Phipps Hotel

There's the Gypsy now! I know it's she,"
exclaimed Mr. Rice excitedly, as be caught sight
of a yacht in what he called the "offing.",

"It must be." I rejoin, "it looks like her, and
no other yacht is likely to be here,"

"Yes, that's the Gypsy, air," said the driver,
who bad hitherto paid no attention to bur chat-
ter. "Look, there's her boat going baek, now,"
he adds 'as he points his whip at a tiny craft
stealing out from the shore. "Folks bad too
much breeze, I reckin'," he said, laughing heart-
ily as he gave his horses their customary en-eoura-

to dash up the drive. Sure enough,
there on . their piazza waa Mrs. Lambert and
Morris, but no Connie.

"Glad to see you back." shouts Morris. "Hel-
lo Rice, is that you! We missed you to-da-y."

"Where is Connie!" I cry, not drowned. I
hope."

"Oh," so, gone to bed with a headache," says
Morris, as he gives me - his hand to help me
jump down. Mr. Rice had scrambled down first
and had turned to help me but found himself
forestalled.

"Here's your precious traps, sir," says the
driver handing down a parcel, which from its
shape and general appearance, I see is a photo-
graphic machine.

V Why, Riee, have you taken up the noble art!
I wish you bad been with us to-da- y. I am
about sick of photography," adds Morris to me
as his friend shakes hands with Mrs. Lambert

"Are you, Mr. Worthf I say with consider-
able surprise, and something in his expression,
as Hook up at him. makes me blush. Then I
remember his ring in my sister's purse, Is Con
sick of it, tool"

"I am sure I don't k now," he replies, looking
cross. I saapect thoy have quarreled, tha I
remember his letter to Mr. Rice.

"I must run in and see her at once," and
leaving them all I hasten to our room.

"Well, Helen, are you home at last! Do find
the eolozne and put eome on my head. I
thoucht you would never come," says Connie
crossly.

I lay the heavy parcel that has weighed on my
mind and body, too, carefully on the table, and
as I get tbe cologne, I remark:

"You don't seem anxious about your photo-
graphic things." v

"I have such a headache, I don't care the
least what happens to them."

"Didn't you have a good timer I ask a little
spitefully; then I added: "It was such a lovely
day to go to Rivermouth and even the drive
home was splendid. I know it is horrid to say
this, but 1 am in such a funny frame of mind."

"Glad you bad a nice time. It waa nasty on
the yacht, there was no one but old Mr. ' Rice
and a friend of his, and Jack, that Morris
said was so rich, was in Boston."

"I am dressing now for dinner, the big bell
will ring in a minute and I intend to look as
well as possibly, I must try to look like 'the
pretty Miss Paige.'"

"I know be was, he eame down in the stage
with me," I say. "He is so nice and he is a
photographer, too, at least be has a machine.
Shall you want any dinner, Connie dear," I add
as the bell rings.

"No, indeed; I want to sleep and get rid of
this splitting headache."

I go in to dinner and fear my faee does not
look as if I felt much sympathy for Connie's
sickness, but how can I help it! As Morris,
Mrs. Lambert Mr. Iiice and I sit down at our
own table at tbe side of the room, Mrs. Lam-
bert has insisted on this bit of exelnsireness,
and wo sometimes have to pay for it by the dis-
comfort of having a cold dinner. Mr. Rice wears
an embaraesed air, for it ia evident he repents
bis conversation on the stage and thinks of the
betrayal of Morris's confidence. But Morris is as
cheerful as I am, and we have a bout of brilliant
repartee in which Mr. Rice joins. The girls at
the big table are just dying to know what we
are laughing about and think ns especially
mean to monopolize all the gentlemen.

"My dear," says Mrs. Lambert as we are ris-
ing. "I did not know you could be so lively. I
think Connie usually suppresses you."

"Of course, she does. Auntie," says 3Iorris,
"she never lets Lena say ber soul is her own." .

"It is plea? ant to be relieved of all responsi-
bility for one's soul," say L

J go to our room and find Connie restless, so
I eit down to reed her to sleep. After awhile I
eome out and join the party around Mrs. Lam-
bert's hammock. Presently a sailor comes
up the steps to tell Mr. Rice that the boat is
waiting for him. He ssys something to the
man in an undertone, then asks Mrs. Lambert
if we will not go over to the Isles of Shoals to-
morrow on the yacht instead of the steamer
and adds with a rather admiring glance at me
that then I would have a chance to see ten
yachts. It is quite evident be bas beard of my

noble self sacrifice," Mrs. Lsmbert accepts
but does not think of Con, I never mention her,
neither doea Morria

The moonlight is lovely. Mr. Riee suggests
that we should walk down to the landing with
him. Old Mr. Burton, an admirer of Mr. Lam-
bert, seconds the motion as we walk down to tbe
foot of tbe hill We see him off and coming
baek we pair naturally; we talk, Morris and I,
aPout various things; suddenly be says:

"Didn't Con lend yoa her purse this morning!

S.eTroupof people that I did not mentally
decide whether it was a good subject or not.
So time went on. Morris was always withConnie, who no longer needed my assistance toearry her traps, and once or twice I begged off
of some pbotographis expedition.

There were out a few men in the bouse, and
hosts of girls, as there always are; what becomes
of the men who do not go to Mt. Desert in thesummer I am sure I do not know. We never go
to Mt. Desert; Connie ssys it is too civilized for
photography. Ail the girls in the Phipps Hotel
hated Con. because Morris devoted himself to
her, and they even disliked me, as I came in for
some of his favora. I know they said . spiteful
things abou t Connie when they were not aware
that I was listening our room had a window on
the piazza, and when the blinds were down Icould hear them talking outside. Connie
never was at home by daylight except
when everyone was taking their siesta, and
when she was developing at night I always in-
sisted that she should have the windows shut to
keep out the mosquitoes and doorbogs that were
faseinated by the red-lig- ht We never went
early to bed, as there were always plates to be
washed. Connie would sometimes sit up till the
small hours waiting for some obstinate one to
get rid of its silver in the hypo. I have often
waked up in the middle of the night to see her

. moving stealthily about the room to change the
water the plates were soaking in. She did this
so often that 1 vowed I would take another
room for myself if she did not stop. Even I
sometimes rebel if I am not as clever as she is.

There was one other young man in the hotel,
43 ugly as sin and not even fascinating. I don't
mind saying that Morris is almost handsome,
be baa nice eyes and hair, and not a bad nose,
his mouth is not good or his jaw either, thougn
some say it is a ign of determination, that chin
of bis, and I know be has a tremendous will of
his own, but if he would only grow a beard to
hide that ehin he eould disguise the outward
and visible sign as well as be does the inward
grace. Well, this other youth used to try to
entertain six girls at once. I don't believe he
ever succeeded, for he was so sappy, yet I even
thought of setting up a flirtation with him, and
I think he would have taken kindly to it
though Connie is the beautiful Miss Paige."
However, Connie would not even speak to him,
though he fancied himself a lady-kille- r; she waa
so devoted to Morris that she even submitted to
his arrangement of a knife on a string, of the
proper length, for a pendulum, to count seconds
by, as be declared sfce never made seconds the
same length two dsys running. Now, I ven-
tured at one time to tell ber this, but she
snapped me up at once, saying I knew nothing
about iL but my watch has a second hand and I
have practiced counting seconds myself; she has
borrowed my watch over and over again, but for
all her cleverness she never really learned to
count correctly.

At last we bad a rainy epeil which I thorough-
ly enjoyed, for Morris condescended to play
billiards with me and we bad a splendid time.
Connie wouldn't play she devoted herself to
arranging her negatives, varnishing them and
paeking up tome to send to Boston to be printed
trom; she was out of plates, too, and had ordered
French to send some down. He wrote that he
would send them by private baud, with some
other mechanism she wants i (1 think ahe had a
level sent down at this time, also), as far as
1U vermouth, where the stage started from; they
were to arrive on Tuesday. She meant togo
over to get them herself, as she was sure that
even the driver, who waa voted to be capital by
all the ladles because he undertook to match
wools and silks for them at Rivermouth, even
be would not be equal to carrying them with
proper care, and I agreed with her when I tried
to imagine him driving his four horses and
cracking bis whip, with the parcel hung by a
string between bis teeth.

Tuesday morning dawned bright and fair.
Connie was distracted; Morris had promised on
the first nice day to take her out to photograph
a friend's yacht that day in the bay, and to
make matters worse, when the signs of clearing
showed themselves the night before, bis friend
had sent an invitation for ns all to go for a day's
sail that very Tuesday. Connie had just enough
plates for sueh an excursion, and on Wednesdsy
we were to go to the Isle of Shoals; we had
never been there, and she was bent on photo-
graphing Celia Tbaxter'a lighthouse. At last
she asked me to go to Rivermouth.

"Now, Lena, (she always called me Lena if
she warted anything, for she saw I liked Mor-
ris to calx me so), there's a good girl, it will be a
lovely day for a drive on the coach. I almost
wish I were going."

"Well, why don't you. and let me go on the
yachtf HI take the views for you." I hated
the idea of giving up thie yachting trip. I waa
eertain I should enjoy it more than Con., as she
is miserable on the water. I knew 1 would yield
to Connie, I always did, but this time I stuck it
out manfully: I believe that is an appropriate
expression, for men will stsnd up for things
longer thaa women will.
, "Yon know you would make a mess of the
picture," said Connie, "and I do want to get
some nice views really at sea and some of the
yacht, too. " You see I can't photograph at the
Isles' of Shoals to morrow without thoe sew
plates. There's a dear girl, yon will go, won't
you, Lena!"

Of course I went, though Morris had talked
about bis classmate, Jack Rive, who would be
on board; in fact, it was his uncle's yacht, and I
was sure Jack would be nice; Jacks always are.
Morris would be twice as nice if his name was
Jack. By the way, Morris had progressed in
photography. Con had allowed him to take
some views without event first choosing the
subject, focussing and putting in the plate her-
self. She even let him mess with the developers,
and I must say bis pictures were more artistio
and really better than hers.

Well, I went to Rivermouth on the stage, and
sat by the driver. The Masons were leaving
that day, so I had company over, and Mrs. Lam-
bert, who did not like my giving up the yacht-
ing, gave the driver epecial injunctions about
brioeing me safely home. Mrs. Lambert was
to go on the yacht, to look after the young peo-
ple. Somehow. Morris did not know of my
cbsngeof plans till the last moment, when he
came out to bid the Masons good-by- , and found
me dolefully perched beside the driver.

"Why, Lena, where are you off to! I thought
you were going yachting with us. What has
happened!" he asked, all in one breath. I be-

lieve Con was ashamed of herself, and did not
mean he should know I was not to accompany
them.

"I am going to Rivermouth to get some plates
and thincs for Con," I said, looking as melan-
choly as I could.

'What a shame! Sash a lovely day we should
have on the water, too a splendid breeze and a
capital run,. surely. Can't ahe wait for the
platesr

"She wants them for the Isles of Shoals to-

morrow."
"Anyone could bring them, and you mustn't

go," raid lorris.
I liked that 'must not!" It did sound so re-

freshing: it almost paid me for my martyrdom,
and he did look so, but I shook my head; no one
could be trusted with the precious machinery;
it would be rattled to pieces in the coach.

"Why doesn't she go berselff he said, scowl-
ing.

"She wants to take views on the yacht, I re-

plied.
The driver was getting impatient, as be was

bound to catch a train. Con came running out
with her purse in her hand.

"I couldn't find your purse, Helen; take mine;
there's money enough to pay for the things." I
bad asked her to get my purse, as I hated to
climb down from my eeat when, I discovered I
bad not got it with me. v

The stage started, we are soon rattling down
the steep driveway; the roads are not dusty after
this rain, everything tlooks so green and de-
licious; the sun is bright, but not hot yet, and
above all Morris did look so unhappy because I
was not to be of their party. I am sure he
thought Connie selfish, and 1 wonder if my un-
selfishness impressed him. After all there' is a
stiff breeze, and perhaps Connie will not enjoy
the salt (That does not sound unselfish.) Yet
1 do hope she will have a good time, she is so
bent on going

My neighbor on the left grows entertaining as
we journey along. He is an elderly youth, who
has been down over Snnday to stay with bis
sisters and even remained until to-da- y. He ia
not half bad. ho is a lawyer and knows how to
talk. We soon find we have mutual friends and
the drive is not so disagreeable as usual,
especially as my conscience tells me that I have
acted nobly. Somehow my conscience is easily
satisfied and even stirs me np to a deal of pride.

Rivermouth is as quiet anc stupid as usual,
even the shops are not particularly gay. T do
my errands; I have a lot for the people at the
hotel, who have taken this opportunity to send
for articles with which tbe stage-driv- er was not
to be intrusted. I get my lunch and indulge in
an ice cream, I had made each person write
down their errands and wrapped their money in
the papers; these I bad put as they ware given
me in my jacket pockeL but now I open Cons
purse to pay for my lunch. I waa just rising
from my seat, but I sink down again; there is
Morris's ring in Con e pune. How did it get
there! Are they, engaged! Does not she
intend to Jet me know ill . Was she ashamed
to wear ill I collect my wandering thoughts;
the waiter is standing before me with the ticket
on a tray, and is impatient of my delay. I think
she suspects I have not enough to pay the fifty-Ce- nt

bill, and I know the shop is crowded at this
hour, so my seat is waoted. I r7 the maid,
who looks relieved, and I go cut into the street
Which way shall I turn! All my errands are
done, and tho parcels sent to the stage, except
tbe photographic things that are at the station.
The old grave-yar- d not far off attracta me; it ia
a quiet place to think: no one comes here but
the seaside ylsitors, who happen to be collect-
ing eurious epitsph". 1 find a shady corner. I
see by my watch that it is more than ball an
hour before tbe atage starts. Over and over In
my mind I puz;Je about that ring. Morris did

DT FRANCES IV. JAMES.

It waa In the early dara of dry-plat- e photog-
raphy. hfor the amateur pervaded every eorner
tf the land, that we, Constance and Helen Page,

7 rent to spend the summer at a quiet village on
ihe -- limine e03.it. It was a very picturesque
piece when we cot there, but we had a journey
ia the stage-coac- h of about five mile. To be-

gin with, we usually had a race with a train on
I parallel bridge to the one we were erossinj, '

and this always excited the horses; then there
was the long, hot; dusty ride over the
hanud, heavy road, through a pretty

( country, whose beauty one eould scarce
admire while suffering from these
discomforts. Nearly all the way we saw the
tea, for the road skirted the shore, but .Instead
of the delicious coolness suggested by water
there was an interne glare. Under these cir-

cumstances It can easily be imagined what a
relief it was when the poor tired horses were
urged to a spirited dash up a steep driveway,
passed a little mound crowned with a table-lik- e

monument, to the door of the Phipps Hotel,
where the cool breezea that bad been desired
en the road swept refreshingly through the
great fc all with ite open glazed doors at either
end. Even on the hottest days there was sure
to be a breeze here. The landlord bad chosen
the situation of the house well Beforo us
stretched the bay, a light-hous- e reared its
teed not far from there, while the distant light
of the shoals gleamed at night across the water.
I was told again and again how many lights
were visible from the piazza, but I never had a
head for figures, so I have forgotten. I am not
the clever member of the family. Constance is;
if she were here she would know exactly how
many lights there were, and which were revolv-

ing and which flashing.
Of course the first thing we did after we got

our dinner and unpacked everything the
camera had been carried with great care and
was examined before we touched a thing to see
that so damage was done was to look about
for artistic subjects fit to photograph. There
was the once splendid tomb, sufficiently ruined
to be picturesque, of Sir "William Phipps, the

here. There was a fine
eld house of bis not far distant It waa very
grand in its day with its terraced garden stretch

'
lag down to the sea, but the old buildine now
was used as a sort of tenement; still its carved
staircase was a tempting bit for the lens. Then
there was his father-in-la- w e residence, the
oldest house in this very old settlement, but
some vandal bad cut it intwo. Morris Worth
told us It was inherited by two brothers, and

', they thus divided it practically. Morris was
' such a nice fellow. It was his aunt, Mrs.
Lambert, who was to act as chaperon e to us

' girls. lie got so attached to the camera and was
alwavs ready to be a subject or to act as a "bit
of life in the landscapes." I confess I had
tlready pot tired of being model, and was
clad that Connie accepted him as a substitute.
Didn't 1 say Cou was the photographer! I am
sot clever, as 1 said before, and it is Con that
runs the camera, though it really is mine, for
tJaele Will gave it to me when I was setting
)ver the bronehists; cf eourso I eould not use it
iben, so I told Con to use it t if it were ber

wru She was just wild on the subject and
jrent at it, photographing night and day or at

ast developing at night She brought me hor-
rid, messy plates to look at and I believe the
lampfcess that always hung around her as she
jame out of the dark-roo- m the dressing-roo- m

between our rooms she used for this purpose
Bade m worse. At all events, it was a long
Ume before 1 was well enough even to go
in to see her develop. When I did set
well I believe she had really fortrotton that
the camera was not hers, and she had such
a start and knew.so much about the snbject
that I had not the courage to try to catch up

. with her. -- In fact, I am net clever, and if she
- did not allow me to mix developers and such
thincs I am sure I would uaa fiypo for pyro, they
soood so much alike, but Con never would take
the trouble to teach nir, she says it ia each a
watte of plates, and if 1 sucgest developing one
of hrs she'ia ur I would spoil it so ami, to
tell the truth: so I have to be contented with
helping her carry the apparatus, and sometimes
when she is developing a lot of plates I am al-

lowed to take out those in the by po to see if they
are done, so she need not stain her fingers.
Connie is older than I am and manages every-
thing. If it had not beep for Connie I am sure
I do not know what would have become of us
when father and mother died. tft she just men-
aced evrythinc. ehe got a good housekeeper to
run the house, and we lived on as happily as

"

possible.
Bat to return to Harbourside; Morns Worth,

who bad been bre the summer before, told ns
of plenty of beautiful subjects the first night.
We did not know Morris very well before we
went to Harbourside; be was ia college and we
had met him at one or two occasions. His
aunt we knew intimately, as she was an
cll fnend of mother's. She was the dearest old
thine, exactly the kind of ebaperooe girls like,
always ready for Ion; excursions by land or sea
or willing to let us go for a walk by ourselves,
the never interfered with our amusements in
the least. Morris was soon on good terms with us.
It was only the second night after we reached
Harbourside, - we had been tramping about
all day with the camera, we three, and we were
resting before Con set up her red lantern in our
bedroom and were aittiog in the corner of the
piazza, for Mrs. Lambert was a bit exclusive

. and did not hobnob with the other boarders, as
I was sayirs; we were chatting easily in our cor-

ner, when Morris, who bad been devoting him-
self to Con turned to bis aunt.

She must call me Morris, auntie," said he,
it'ssneh nonsense t say Mr. Worth. Don't

yon think on the score of your old acquaint-
ance, Aunt Lizzie, that she might cail me by my
first nameF

I am sure I don't know why sha should not,
my dear," replied Mrs. Lambert.

MBnt then he must eall us by our first names,
too,' said Con. She never asked my leave and
I thought ber a little forward bat then Con al-

ways is more or less. Si it was settled that we
should bo Morris. Counio and Helen, but he soon
said he thoucht Lena a prettier name and as I
really had been baptized Helena I did not object

All subjects we had photographed that day
Proyijd prettv gcd. Connie . usually chooses
queer thinga and if I surest something artistic

"she replies that I know nothing of the laws of
photography, and usually artistic arrangements,
she adds, are a failure. Of course, I submit to
all this, but it waa new to Morris, and it waa
only his politeness that made bin back down so
easily, and. besides, ne meant to learn all be
eould about pbotograpfry as he intended to set
up a machine of his own some day and he want-
ed some practical knowledge before be bought
it, be soon saw that it never paid to cross Con in
aafthios. .

We photographed the tomb of course, but it
waa on a hill and Con bad not any lerl so tt
was awkfully erooked oa the plate. When she
tried the old bouse ahe did cot use the swing-bac- k,

so the line went every which way, but
the did get some successful bits Morns, when
be saw the crookedness of the pictures, sug-
gested ste should uso a string with a penknife
on it, as splonbline. Con did not like this
criticism, I know, but she evidently liked Mor-
ris and could stand his remarks better than she
could mine.

Well, there is no use telling, what we did esch
day, but the programme was alwaja pretty
mueh the same, a tramp with the camera in the

'morning, a cap in the afternoon and derelcping
in, the evening. Morris wanted to learn all
about developing, so I waa obliged to go into
the room with that nasty, smoky red lantern to
set propriety for them. In fact I got heartily
sick of photography. We took a view of
the half-finishe- d fort, we drove to Mary
Chauncy's crave (I have a rose Morris pieked
from the bush that grows by it); we mad end-
less sea-view- s, and views of boats, and islands,
and trees and everything, even the lovely view
of the creek behind the house, when the tide
was out. I insisted on this, the tide does go out
with a vengeanee, till there is nothing left but
mud Hats we used to fret stuck on these some-
times if we miscalculated when we were coming
borne from our morning exereises.

TStre were some rather nice people in the
louse, the only objection to them was that they
always wanted to be photographed and would
ulk of "photos," which I think sounds vulgar.
Bat they were bent on enjoying their holidays,
and bad picnic and clambakes innumerable.
As a rule I think picnics horrid, but it was such
a re!if to have any other object In view beside
photorrapbios that I poaitlvely enjoyed them.
To be sore, Connie always took the camera and
3Iorris always devoted himself to ber, and they
tofc esdlrsa views, but as the expeditions were
no; strietly photographic. I could enjoy roam-ic-e

about without viewing things necessarily
from a photographic stand-point- , but really it
had become such a second nature to me that I
ttlitve 1 never saw a fantastis pile of recks or a

FAmccn nitnTMirrEirs rxen
After a Romontio Career lie Tails Xltlr to a

Barony and Great TTealth.
Economy (Ie.) Special to Kew Tork 7ee rem,

Emll Kreitmeyer, a mlddle-ajre- i man, em-
ployed here for some time past as a farm
laborer, to-da- y electrified the Commuuistla
Society of Economites m whose employ be Is
been, with the startling announcement that bis
real name ia Von Kreitmeyer, and that he L&j
Just eome Into possession cf tbe title tt bsren
and a vast estate in Oberamt Maultronn, King-
dom of Wurtemberif, Germany.

Emil Von Kreitmeyer is the rc:cad sen c!
the tenth baron of the same name. He was
born on his father's estates in the German
province above named forty --eight, yexrs arc
Before reaching bis majority be tell desperatly
in love with Wilhelmina FreiberUzctxer, the
daughter of hla father's gamekeeper a brlcnt
eyed, rosy ebeeked, buxom girl of seventeen- -
whom at length he clandestinely wedded.

When tha concealment of thia secret rh arrises
waa no longer possible the wratn cf Enil's nobla
father knew no bounds. He pronounced ana-
thema maraneiha up.n bis sou for having dis-
graced his family by a mesalliance with a
peasant girl, tnrned bin out of doors and for-
bade him to ever agaia cross the threshold of
the Von Kreitmever halL Thus cast o3 by bis
father and "cut by all his aristocratie fnsnds,
yonng Kreitmeyer pluckily resolved to take hU
young wife over the sea and ecdeavor to earn a
comfortable living for her by the labor cf kla
hands in the new world. During the vorsra
ahe presented him with a son and beir, but both
mother and child died ar3 were buried at sea,

Meanwhile the guns cf Fort Sumter were
booming, and when Kreitmeyer landed at Strf
York he found that city ablaze with excitement,
while brave men jostled eaeh other in their
eegfirness to enroll themselves among the vol-
unteers for whom President Lincoln had called.
Having been destined by his father for the
army, young Kreitmeye?romptly eall--- "-

New York , regicjenk At tv
battle of Bull Run- -- '
ried off the field with
bullet in hla breast, and for r
ward be was confined in a V
When sufficiently recovered
turned to his regiment and)
til the very end of tbe
twice wounded, and one V
sharpshooter contrived t
continues there to the pre;

When mustered cut of r
render, Kreitmeyer, havi
life and carefully saved
the possessor of some C
he determined to recrc
visit incomlto to the
home. On arriving ir
wended his way to th'
father's estate, when(
bride in the long age
to his father-in-la-w

learned from him
dead, and that his e
of the title and est?
and softened by the
Kreitmeyer sought)
brother, but the se
could never forgive
bad inflicted upon t'
riage with the gamt
lowing the example
matized the return e'
for the second time,

Feelinr utterly fx'
world, Kreitmeyer
army and continue'
of fifteen years, dm.
harmed through bc
Franco-Prussia- n we
one occasion bis bo

He left the army 1

the United States; V

country was not so t
wondering about for.
city, turning bis ban' I any e
obtain, he at length d ted to t.
settlement and obtalr employment as a faro
laborer. In which ca ,.lty be has continnti for
teveral years.

Some three or for months ao he acswxre
an advertisement in a Gertaai-- newspaper Sc-y- .

information concerning Emll Vca Kreitmeyer,
hair to the barony and estates of Von Kreit--t
meyer, In Oberamt Maulbronn, Wurtembur- -,

Germany the last incumbent, Enil's brother,
having died.

Considerable earrerpondence rnssi ca tia
subject, and yesterday Kreitmeyer restive! a
letter with a German postmark from the f&milj
solicitors, enclosing a draft on New Ycrk f:r c
sum aufflcisnt to supply all his wants ' and en-
able him to travel like a gentleman to Obsr-n'- J

Maulbronn, whore his title and estate aril:4,
him. , '

170HEN AND RELIGIOUS VTOr.S.

An Opening; for Them la tbe Keir Order c- -
Deaconesses

Milwaukee Feotluel, .

Perhaps the poorest nse' tor whica a wonta
csn be put ia exclusive religious work absolute
devotion to the spiritual needs of mankind, to
the exclusion of every other interest in life. It
is unnatural, and, to the extent to which it Is
unnatural, it is wrons. But there are to rcr.r.y
failures to fill the possibilities of lives that a
single misapplication is hardly worth trcstlirr
about, particularly as those who are affected by
it would still miss the best use of their varioca
talents. If women are to devote them?c!rc to
a single object, as many are always dipoed ta
do, perhapa nothing can bo more grateful this
a devotion to ; religious work. . While we l?o
upon the lives of women in convents as far fron
meeting the ends of nature, we are bored to ad-
mit that there is hardly any life more eonrsitl
and more satisfactory to en thusias tia wczji
with a great capacity for sacrifice.

Until a comparatively recent period, there ht3
been no opening for devoted women in the Prot-
estant churches. That is to say, there has beta,
no means of support for a Protestant woman
who might prefer a life of absolute devotion
without the distractions which the earning ci
bread involves; The Roman Catholio Church
haa for centuries offered a grateful field t i
world-wear- y women, to religious enthusiasts,
women of talent who find no satisfying result!
in the ordinary life. It bas been one element tt
strength to the church. It is the rccc&nitlcn c J
the right of devotional women to a bare living
while giving themselves solely to the good cf
mankind. The Episcopal Church
its order of deaconesses some year ago, and
there has been co question aa to the good re-
sults.

Perhaps, next to the Presbyterians, the Iletb-odis- ta

would be least expected to adept a
rritem which has been considered a step toward
itomenism; yet the institution of an order of.
deaconesses by the General Conference is cnl 7
an evidence that this church meazs to c:s all
possible and legitimate tnettne to strengthen it-
self and extend Its work. No women are mors
essentially religions workers than ZJethod'jt
women. In eome respects they bave worked at
a disadvantage, but they bare worked. It 13
hardly too much to say tht the aggressive itnof Methodist work is the prodiet of the en-
thusiasm of women, The new order will ecttla
many women in this chureh to discard all con-
siderations of self-suppo- rt while gtving their
full fine and energy to good woris. The exper-
iment will no doubt lead tea grat exteu-io- a

of tbe plan and eventually there will be an arrr.y
of Protestant women aa absolutely dsvetti t?
religious work as the women who eatrr taCatholic convents.

Tbe Outfit for a Sea Voyage,
Cotton Journal.

Although almost everrone has learciTI
perience tbe proper outfit for a seavoyt t
few snrcestiens msy be useful at this ti-

the year, when the steamers are load4 fcr .
rope. A steamer thair is indijpesMbls, r

the companies have not yet pre'
necessary convenience, as they
traveling rug, or a warm, betvy
desirable. In the steamer trur'
eiing lamp, one or two ploe i
drinking caps, besides art:
wear at sea. a severely pV
new, a warm ulster, a t

and a long rray, bine or
a comfortable eostume.(
sot leather and elotl
Warmth and comfort
of the whole outfit

A rolat tn L

Philadelphia Times. ,

Just as it is the ccrr: :v
to wear aveilathertr--aidere- d

the proper c
marry vidorrra to r
dress.

Written for the Sunday Journal.
Tip to Foots.

Editor, what do you think?
Why will you longer delay)

Spring of the daisy and pins-Furthe-r

gets from us each day.
What of my verses to Mayf

Are they to come out ia June?
Plagues on this waiting I say-T-ime

hurts the sense of a tune.

Poet, your pavr and ink,
Wooing poet W bay;

Hidden, remained in a chink,
Falling to dust snd decay.

Now they are mouldy and gray;
Maybe you wrote them too soon.

Readers would shrink in diS may-T- ime

hurts the sense of a tune.

Reader, you stood on the brink.
Narrow escape, any way,

Might have been soft ttnk-a-tin-

May be some long vivelay;
Sure to be soaked with dismay.

Rhymes, to the sky, and the moon, '
Sing with tbe editor, pray

Time hurts the sense of a tune.
' Envoy.

Poet, no lonarer essay
Poems: we think von a bvut.

Tackle some style that's au fait.
Time hurts the sense of your tune.

Written for the Bund ay Journal.
Her Own Fault,

You did it, you needn't deny;
Tonr name, here it ia, just below

"What of it That don't signify
You wrote them long ages ago!"

Well, verses are verses, 1 know.
But I don't believe what you say

May be you've got two strings to your bow;
' At least, I'm real mad, anyway.

See here, bow it reads: ' "Bluest eye,
And hair with a golden glow.

Her cheeks with ripe peaches mfeht vie.
There, that's what you wrote, if it's so,

And you are just dying to go;
Why don't you go to her and stay?

Since I-- well I think 111 say no;
. At least, I'm real mad, anyway.

A "Poem of Fancy" O fie!
These rhymes and this love-lik- e gloW

Well then, if it is, tell me wh y
You never made love to me so!

T wouldn't permit it" Oho!
Should I, like a goose, say you may?

Well, you are a poke of a beau,
And I am real mad, anyway.

Envoy.)
Kind friend, hear the rest, full of woe.

He left, as I asked, lack-a-da-

Ana that s why l use, a pronos.
The phrase, ' 'I'm real mad, anyway.

Dying; Soliloquy of Golnlvere.
I whisper to myself his name,
I count the years, I count the shame,
I feel the torture of the flame.

I loved him not, yet well I know
I took his life and deep and slow
I wrought the wound, I dealt the blow.

I know not where his body lies
I dare not meet bis dear, large eyes,
Bright with the light of Paradise.

Oh, I am old and changed!---an- d what
If I should meet with Lanneelot
And he should pass and know me not?

Methinks my heart would throb and swell
Until it broke again ah, well
'Twould make of heaven a two-fol- d helL

To think that we two souls bad met
And be bad passed, with quiet faee set.
Away from me, so old! and yet

It was not love for him I felt; '

No love in me hath ever dwelt
Save love of self. Why, I have knelt

And prayed to God for grace to me.
Have moaned and prayed for strength to see
Some hope in gray eternity.

J And in my prayer no name has mixed
With mine, lest it should eome betwixt
My though and God, and leave unfixed

The grace for which I prayed.
John Grosvenor Wilson,

One Day at a Time.
One day at a time! That's all it can be;

No faster than that is the hardest fate;
And days have their limits, however we

Begin them too early and stretch them too late.

One day at a time!
, It's a wholesome rhyme,

A srood one to live by.
One day at a time.

One day at a time! Every heart that aches
Knowing only too well how long they ean seem;

But it's never to-da-y which the spirit breaks;
It's the darkened future, without a gleam.

,

One day at a time! When joy is at height-S- uch
joy as the heart can never forget

And pulses are throbbing with wild delight.
How hard to remember that suns must set.

One day at a time! But a single day
Whatever its load, whatever its length;

And tbere'a a oit of preeious Scripture to say
That, accordirg to each, shall be our strength.

One day at a time? Tis the whole of life;
All sorrow, all joy are measured therein.

The bound of our purpose, our noblest strife,
The one only countersign sure to win.

One day at a time!
It's a wholesome rhyme,

A good one to live by,
A day at a time.

Helen Hunt Jackson,

A Thanatopsls.
Death Is an angel with two faces.

To us he turns .

A faee of terror, blighting all things fair;
The other burns

With glory of the stars, and love is there;
And angeis see that face in heavenly places.

Two strong sharp swords are In the hands of Death;
One smites to dust

Dear Beauty's idol and the thrones of rower.
And long, sweet years in the brief, awful hour

Vanish because they must; t

His other and his stronger aword is jost.
It slays untruth and mocks at this world's last;
Giving Eternity bv one stopped breath
O liberating Death!

Strive. 0 my soul, to see
The heavenly faee and that delivering sword.

Till I shall be
AH fashioned truly to the incarnate Word.
And live, not knowing Death, in Thee, O Lord!

Theodore C. Williams.

Tbe Bird's Faith.
What matters it though life uncertain be

To all! What, thoogh its roal
Be never reached? What, though it fail and ee?

Have we not each a soul?

A soul that quickly must arise and soar
To regions far more pure.

Arise and dwell vhere pain can be no more
And every joy is sure.

Be like the bird, that, on a bough too frail
To bear him, gaily swing!

He carols though the slender branches fall--He

knows that he has wings.
Victor Hugo

A Cynic
He called himself a "cynic," and made claim
To scorn the world, its pleasures and its strife.
He laughed at love, and said 'twas but a name;
But fate saw fit his secret to disclose.
He lost his own to save a woman's life.
And o'er his heart they found a withered rose!

Leon Moel.

Kevsr a day is given
- But it tones the after years;
And it carries up to heaven

Its sunshine or its tears;
While the stand out and wait,
fciieat and ailed by the outer gate.

1
. Henry Eartea.

Tbe Best ofReasons.
Babyhood.

"Little boy," said a gentleman, "why do you
carry that nmbrella over your head! It's not
raining.' "No." "And the snn is not shining."
"No." 4Then why do you carry itF " 'Cause
when it rains pa wants it, an' its only this kinder
weather that I kin get to use it at all"

"

Lacks fen Important Element.
New York Sun.

Bishop (dining with the family) So you
wouldn't like to be a bishop, Bobby, when yoa
grow up!

Bobby I'd like to well enough, but as every-
body says I take after ma's side of the family, I
don't s'pose I'll ever be fat enough for a bishop.

What Did She Mean?
Pnck.

Boston Youth (at dinner) Yes, indeed. Miss
Toledo; our Browning" symposiums drawto-eetbe- r

the very best minds in Boston. You
have never read Browning! Well, well, that
is too bad! You really must dieest him!
' Hostess Perhaps, Charles, Miss Toledo can

be helped to something?
Miss Toledo Yes, thank you; a little more of

that stuffing! .

Only One Pisco Open. '
Omaha World.

First Chicago Woman We are to be admitted
to tbo church conference, to-da- y, aren't wef

Second Chicago Woman No, indeed. Didn't
you bear! They voted to keep ns ouL

"Oh. dear! I don't know what to do with my-
self this morning."

"Well, lata go around to the court-hous- e and
listen to divorce cases. We're not shut out of
there yet."

Fully Qualified.
Tid-Bit- s.

"Well," he said, despondently. "I didn't get
the place failed on the examination and there
ain't a man in the town who wonld make a more
efficient letter-carrie- r than I."

"It's too bad, John," replied his wife, with
equal despondeneyr "I was so hopeful that yon
would pass. By the way, did you mail the let-
ter I gave you this morning!"

'By thunder, I forgot all about it
A Gentle HlnL

New York Sun.
It was nearly midnighL and she was gazing

dreamily into the fire.
"A penny for jour thoughts, Miss Clara," be

said airily.
"I was thinking, Mr. Sampson," she replied,

"how very much annoyed papa was to-da- y, over
the amount of last month's gas bilL"

And then presently he left without giving her
the penny.

Embarrassing.
Eabyhfiod.

A verv nrftir lltflA rnrl nnW (ipa tssn
attracted the attention of passengers in a New
York train for this city the other day, and final-- ,
ly one gentleman succeeded ia getting ber upon
bis knees. "Where are you eoing, aissyl" he
inquired "I'm doin' to Hartford," said the
child, adding eagerly: "I'ya dot oa a new pair
of flannel drawers! Did you ever have a pair of
flaonel drawers?" Further inquiriea were
smothered in the laughter of everybody within
hearing.

Walt Till, tbe Clouds Boiled Up. '

Tbe Epoch.
They were at the front gate in tbe moonlight,

and he had asked ber to be his wife. With out-
stretched hands and a throbbing heart he
awaited ber answer.

"George," she said, in a nervous whisper, "you
must give me time you must rite me time,"

"How long," he hoarsely asked, "a day, a
week, a month, a year!"

"No no, George," as she quiekly scanned
the sky, "only until the moon gets behind a
cloud."

"mpora Mntantur.Puck.
Godfrey op (apropos the first baby)

Now, love, d :a? rod care of our dear little
Herbert. Don's him ouL if its colder than
yesterday. Be sure to keep track of bow many
times he eouehs and eries, so aa to tell me; forI m sure I can think of some way to reduce tbenumber of those spells. You know you both arealways in my m!rd.

Mrs. Napop dutifully ) Yes, dear.
Mrs, Nupop (apropos the third baby)Diek.

please take baby a little while. And wont youbring another bottle of soothing syrup thianoon! This is the third time I've asked ron.
JJr. Nupop (taking the child with reluctance)Hang italic Fan, You expect a man to be a

combination nnrse-mai- d and errand-bo- y everyday of his life! ; I do wish you'd manage your
own children, and let me have a little reit whea
1 m at home! Oh, atop howling!

The world was made when a man was born;
He must taste for himself the forbidden springs;lie ean never take warring from d things;He must fight as a boy, he must drink as a youthT
Jle must kiss, Le must loTe, be must awesr to thetruth
Of the friend of bis soul; he must laugh to acornThe hint of deceit lu a woman's eye
That are eW as the wells of paradise. .

' ' --John Boyle O'Reilly.
Are is opportunity so less
Than youth itself, thouRh in another dress;
And as the evening twilight fades twarThe sky ia filled with stars, invisible by day.

' Longfellow.

ITop Lee Telegram.
Pasadena Tnion,

Our friend Mr. Stanley JeweU, who now livesat Lamanda Park, gave his Chinaman a holiday
lVl end the Mongol waa to bays returnedat 6 oelock. About that hour Mr. Jewett re-liurl- llr

" 'ollowiS telegram, which we give
"Mr. Stanley JewetL Lamanda Park: Noelatehee elain. Come home leven 'clock. Pleanllk" iow: Hop Lee.

X?BKWS Lowell, with ulcers over
naif hi body, cured by Ay era SaraaparUla,

Browa JZggu Are) Best.
Sowton Letter.

Poultrymen say that their produce fetchea
better prices in Boston than in any other city.
Swell people here are regularly supplied from
tbe farms above-mentione- d wtn egs, eaeh of
which la accompanied by a certificate guarantee-
ing its freshnesa, in the shape of a stamped

on the shell givinr the name ef the
ovtcultnre: establishment whnee it comes and
the date ef laying. If yon order boiled egci for
one at any of tbe big hotels, yoa will find them
marked Taurlebrier Farm, or 'Maolewood
Farm la blue letters. Sach egrs cost 10 eentt

doata mere thaa the ordinary market pries,


